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Mos. But your clarissimo, old round-back, he Will crump you like a hog-louse, with the touch.
Volp. And what Corvino?
Mos. Oh, sir, look for him. Tomorrow morning, with a rope and dagger, To visit all the streets; for he must run mad, My lady too, that came into the court To bear false witness for your worship -
Volp. Yes,
And kiss'd me 'fore the fathers, when my face Flowed all with oils.
Mos. And sweat, sir. Why, your gold Is such another med'cine, it dries up All those offensive savours: it transforms The most deformed, and restores them lovely, As 'twere the strange poetical girdle. Jove Could not invent f himself a shroud more subtle To pass Acrisius' guards. It is the thing Makes all the world her grace, her youth, her beauty,
Volp. 1 think she loves me.
Mos. Who? the lady, sir? She's jealous of you.
Volp. Dost thou say so?
Mos, Hark, There's some already.
Volp. Look,
Mos. It is the vulture; He has the quickest scent
Volp* I'll to my place, Thou to thy posture,
Mos. I am set.
Volp. But, Mosca, Play the artificer now, torture them rarely.